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Vanished, the fame of memories that decrease ; So strongly faith had fledged for flight from home
The soul's large pinions till her strife should cease And through the trumpet of a child of Rome Rang the pure music of the flutes of Greece. As though some northern hand Reft from the Latin land A spoil more costly than the Colchian fleece To clothe with golden sound Of old joy newly found And rapture as of penetrating peace
The naked north-wind's cloudiest clime, And give its darkness light of the old Sicilian time.
18.
He saw the brand that fired the towers of Troy Fade, and the darkness at QEnone's prayer